Lies all within,and thefc e5ctcrna)J,manners 
Of laments arc meerely Hiadowes to the vnfecne, 
Griefe that fwellcs with filence in the tortured fouler 
And I thanke thee King that not on cly giueft 
Me cau fe to wayle,but teacheft rae the way 
How to lament the caufe : He begge one boone, 
And then begone, and trouble you no more, 
i 2J*//. Name it faire Coofin. 

Rich. Faire Coofe, why? I am greater then a King • 
For when I was aking,my flatterers were then but fubiefts' 
Being now a fubieft, I haue a Kingheere * 
To my flatterer $ being fo great,I haue no need tobee. 
jBm/. Yetaske. 
Rich. Andfhalllhaueit? 

You (hall. 
Rtch. Why. then giuenieleaucto g-oe; 
M Whither? 
Rtch. Whither you will,fo I were from your fights. 
'BhII. Goefomeof you conuey him to the Tower, 
Rich. O good conuey^onueyers are you all, 
Thatrife thus nimbly by a true Kings fall. 
# Bnli On Wednefday next we folemnely fct dowa€ 
Our Coronation*, Lords prepare your felues. 

Extnnt. Manet Weft. Carkitl^Aumerk. 
tsfbhot. A wofull Pageant haue weheerebeheld. 
Carl. The woe's to comej the children yet vnborne,. 
Shall feele this day as flaarpe to them as thorne. 

-Aunt* You holy Clergie men, is there ao plot, 
Torid theRealmeof this pernitious blot? 

Abbot. Beforel freely fpeake my minde herein^ 
You fliall hot onely take the Sacrament, 
To bury mine intentcs,but alfo to effect, 
What euer Iihall happen to deuife : 
I fee your browes are full of difcontent, 
Your heartof forrow,and your eyes of team $ 
Come home with me to fupper Jlelay a plot, 
Shall £hew vi all a merry d*y. 2$m*t> \ 

/jr^/ntmr our coronation. ItnlJ farfAfyrtr~$0A 


Enter Queene,>toith her attendants. 
Qume. This way the King mill come,this is the way 
r otitis C*P»> & ercfted Tow( f > . t ar j 

To whofeflintbbfomemy condemned Lord 
b doomdc a prifoner by proud ltd*****. 
Hcere let vs reft,if this rebellious earth 
Haueany rcftingfor her trueKmgs Queeue. 
* gut er Richard. 

Butfoft>utfcc,orrather,aonotfec , 
My faire Rofe wither : yet lookevp, behold, • 

That you in pittie may diflolueto deaw, 
Andwa(hhirafrclhagamewithtruelouetearcs. 

Ah thou thcmodell where old Troy did ftand 1 
Thou mappe of Honour, thouKmg Rtcbtrds toombc, 
AndaotKmo- Richard: thou maft beauteous tone, 
Why mould hard fauourd gricfe be lodged in thee, 
When triumph is become an Alehoufe gucftJ 

Rwh. Ioyne not with griefe,faire woman,do not io, 
To make my end too fudden,learne good foule, 
To thinke our former ttate a happy dreame, 
From which awakt,thetrueth of what we are, 
Shewes vs but this : I am fworne (brother fweete) 
To arimme Necefsitie, and he and I 
Willkeepe a league till death. Hie thee to Frmue, 
And cloyfter thee in fome religious houfe : 
Our holy hues muft winne a new worlds Crowne, 
Which our praphane houres heere,haue throwne downe. 

Qtteene. What is my Ric hard both in fhape and minde, 
Transformd and weakned? hath 'Btdlmgbrocks 
Depofdethine intellect hath he been in thy heart* 
TheLyon dying thrufteth foorth his paw, 
And wounds the earth,if nothing clfe.withrage, 
To be o'repowerd,and wilt thou Pupil-like 
Take thy correaion,mildely kifle the rodde, 
And fawne on Rage with bace humi! itie, 
WhichartaLionandaKingofbeaftes. 
Xing. AKing©fBcaftesindeed,ifaughtbutbeaft, 


